i66        ENGLAND'S HOUR

Be righteousness thy sceptre,
Justice thy diadem;
And on thy shining forehead
Be peace the crowning gem."

As we emerge from the church with the reiter-
ated summons of Blake's "Jerusalem" echoing
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in our ears, the siren wails once more over
London, The buses fill; taxicabs hasten to the
door of St, Martin's; a few members of the
congregation, their night's experiences too vivid
for the immediate return of equanimity, hurry
down to the shelter of the crypt,

Peace! Will it ever return? 0 Lover of Con-
cord, how long?